* The banishment of Ya^athingyan *
was done in a high looped knot, scented and jewelled,
her eyebrows plucked, her whole face carefully pow-
dered. She wore a jacket of Indian lawn, as fine as gos-
samer, white and peaked out at the shoulders and hips,
cut with a lively rhythm, admirably fitted. Her arms
showed through it and her breast, a golden colour. The
old rose of her skirt was soft as sleep. Sitting sideways
on a carpet, one arm supporting her weight, the elbow
bent in against the joint like a bow, the other hand on
her thigh, a large emerald on a tiny finger, she was so
striking with her gracious face that the women fell
back to admire her and, apt though they were at easy
flattery, spoke from the heart when they uttered,
'Lovely lady, we worship you/

At this conjuncture a maid announced that the Chief
Minister sought audience. He came in, his face drawn,
but such beauty flowed from the Queen that it seemed
for a moment to wash away his agitation. He sat down
and began at once:

'I had to trouble you yesterday about a trivial mat-
ter. To-day I have had to support something more tart.
We had hardly arrived when His Majesty started to
make enqukies. Unacquainted as he is with the details
of administration, he asked a number of meaningless
questions. No one could understand what he desired
to know, but I surmise that what he sought was any
matter with which he could find fault. At last, how-
ever, he asked the headman:

* "Have you credited yet your percentage of the
rice crop?"

* "Not yet," said the man; "the grain is hardly in the
granary."